The Cat and the Moon

and I wouldn't have you bring your soul into
mortal peril,

BLIND BEGGAR. I have been saying to myself I shall
know where to hit and how to hit and who to hit.

LAME BEGGAR. Do you not know that I am
blessed ? Would you be as bad as Caesar and as
Herod and Nero and the other wicked emperors of
antiquity ?

BLIND BEGGAR. Where'll I hit him, for the love
of God, wherell I hit him ?

[Blind Beggar heats Lame Beggar, The heating
takes the form of a dance and is accompanied on
drum and flute* The Blind Beggar goes out,

LAME BEGGAR. That is a soul lost, Holy Man*

FIRST MUSICIAN, Maybe so.

LAME BEGGAR. I'd better be going, Holy Man,
for hell rouse the whole country against me*

FIRST MUSICIAN. Hell do that.

LAME BEGGAR. And I have it in my mind not to
even myself again with the martyrs, and the holy
confessors, till I am more used to being blessed*

FIRST MUSICIAN. Bend down your back.

LAME BEGGAR. What for, Holy Man ?

FIRST MUSICIAN. That I may get up on it.

LAME BEGGAR. But my lame legs would never
bear the weight of you.

FIRST MUSICIAN.  I'm Up HOW.